
Suddonlr what must have been a veryw tiif Itl A WKLCOMINO TIIK NATION!. yours, I xraa frank with you. I told yon
now wild and irregular my life had been,

John Howard Payne.
The following letter waa wrltUu at Conatantluv

UOUT AND AUl TKKSU3 DUUU3.

T Ta. B. M. TKALU

Mre. nosers lav In her bed.
Bandaged and blistered from foot to head,
Wlntrfd and bandaged from head to toe,
Mr. Ilogere waa very low,
Uottle and eancer, ipoon and cup,
On the table atood bravely wp
l'hvloe of high and low dHree
Calomel, catnip, boaeeet tea ;
Everything a body oould bear.
Excepting Ugbt and water and air.
I opened the blind 1 the day wae bright,
And Ood gave lire. lUtrere eotne light.
I opened the window ; the day wn fair,
And Ood gave Mre. Roger aoute air.
Jiottlea and blletere, powdera and pillf ,
Catnip, boneeet. ayrupe and equiUa ;
Drug and medicine, high and low,
I threw them aa far ae I could throw.
What are you doing?" luy patient ctIvkJ.

" Krlgutonlng data," I coolly replied.
" You are rraiy 1" a vUitor eaid ;

1 fluug a bottle at hie hed.
Deaoon Itogera he came to me ;

" Wife ie her hearth," aald he.
"I really think ahe will worry through;

Hhe aoolde me Juet ae she used to do.
All the people have poohed and alnrred
All the neighbor have had their word ;
Twere better to perih, aome of 'em aay,
Than be cured in each an irregular way.n

Scimc--t uf Uealth,

liuntor, Umllord . and proprietor, was
therefore not a little surprised and flur-
ried rhen, upon u raw October after-
noon, a young man having a great-co- at

over his arm, a light bag in one hand,
and a stick in the other, presented him-
self at the bar of the "Green Dragon,"
asked languidly if he could be accom-

modated with a bed and sitting-room- .

'A bed, sir?" replied Mr. Ilmnter, a
big man, with red face and gray hair,
44 yes, I think we can manage to give
you a bed."

44 And a sitting-roo- t" continued the
stranger.

44 A sitting-room,- " echoed the land-

lord, in Uie tone of one who is consider-
ing some groat undertaking; 44 one min-

ute, if you please, sir." and Mr. Ilunter
disappeared into a little room immedi-

ately adjoining the bar, there to hold
counsel with some second person, the
upshot being that, in a few minutes,
Mrs. Ilunter, Miss Hunter, and a few
Hunters just out of the crawling state,
issued forth, bearing respectively work-
ing materials, socks in process of being
mended, tin whistles, and decapitated
dolls.

44 You can have this room all to your-
self, sir," said Mr. Hunter, triumph-
antly.

44 You really must not let me disturb
you," rejoined tho traveler.

44 Don't you mention it," replied the
landlord, in a tone which was at once
genial and confidential 4 4 We would
not turn a customer away from our doora.
You see, we do not have much parlor
company."

44 And this is the only room you have
disengaged t"

44 Well, yes, sir; this is the only room
at present Susan I coals for the gentle-
man's fire."

Tho traveler having as ho thought
shown a duo amount of consideration for
the comfort of Mrs. Hunter and the
young Hunters, was glad enough to
enter the apartment before alluded to,
and to drtfw close to the fire the one
dilapidated arm-chai- r.

Arthur Seton, barrister by profession,
and literary by choice, was not really
more than thirty, though he looked con

light vehiclo dashed swiftly down the
road and drew up with great precision
at the door of the 44 Green Dragon,"
while the voice of a new-com- became
audible. Seton, however, could only
catch a few disconnected words, such as
44 Caught in tho rain delicate shelter

Chiseihurst a closed carriage."
Then the door opened, the landlord

presented himself upon the threshold,
and said, in a very pointed manner, 4H
you please, sir, a young lady, driving
over to oevenoaks in a light, open trap,
has been caught in the rain, and her
servant wants to know if I can give
her a sitting-roo- while he drives back
to Chiseihurst for a closed carriage.

44 And this is the only one you
have?" rejoined Seton. 44 Oh I ask her
in by all means. However, I am sorry
the room smells so of smoke," he
added, knocking the ashes from his
pipe.

44 Don't you mention it, sir, and
thank you very much," replied the
landlord, retiring.

In another moment the door oponod
again, and tho unexpected intruder en-

tered a ladv. tall and verv crraccful.
having a pale Madonna-lik- e face, and
gold hair shining like an aureole roui u
a small classical head.

Seton's face had grown white to the
lips, and his voice quivered perceptibly,
as, extending his hand, he paid,

44 This is a very unexpected meet
ing."

44 V ery unexpected, echoed the lady,
removing her wet mantle, and sitting
down on the wet leather sofa. The recog-
nition had boen mutual, but women, as
a rule, aro more than
men.

44 Lot me recommend tins chair," said
Seton, laying his hand upon tho one
from which he had just risen.

44 No, thank you, I prefer sitting away
from the fire.

44 1 am sorry the room should smell so
of tobacco," observed Seton, after a
pause, 44 but you see I did not expect
the pleasure of a visitor."

She smiled a rather forced smile by
way of answer, and Seton folded elab-
orately and put into an envelope a
sheet of blank paper.

44 The country is very beautiful around
here, he observed, writing his own
name, with great care, upon tho en-
velope.

44 Wo have only been back from the
Continent about six weeks," she ob-

served, after a pause. 44 Mamma has
taken a house near Chiseihurst. I was
driving over to Sevenoaks this morning,
and I was caught in the rain, aud in-

duced to ask for shelter hero."
"And how is Mrs. Clareficld?"
44 Mamma is quite well, thank you."

Then, after a pause, in a full, sweet, low
contralto voice, which had a ring of
intinito pathos, 44 Aro you stopping
here?"

44 Hardly," said Seton, with an as-

sumption of gayety in his tone; 44 but
I'll tell you all about it. My friends
kindly took it into their heads that I
was sticking too closely to work that I
wanted fresh air and exercise so they
bound me over on my word of honor, to
walk from London to Hastings in a
week. I acquiesco in everything now,
to, of course, I acquiesced in this, and
this is my first day of hard labor aud
imprisonment.

41 But you used " began tho lady,
then she colored a little, and seemed un
willing to finif-- her sentenco; 44 you used
to bo so fond of walking.

44 But a man changes a good deal in
three years, he replied, weanly.

Then camo a long silence, broken at
last by the pop of an alo cork, at which
they started as if an explosion had taken
place.

44 Oh ! you grow used to it in time,"
observed Seton.

It seemed impossiblo to imagine these
two persons, more formal to each other
in manner than tho most distant ac
quaintances, culd ever have been pas
sionato and devoted lovers. What
thoughts had they, I wonder, as they sat
together, and yet so far apart, of the old
days wherein love led them, and all was
well ? It would weary you, dear reader,
and to no purpose, were I to sot down
hero the dreary commonplaces with
which these two tried to beguile the time
for over an hour. At length, worn out
by the arduous effort of trying to enter
tain each other while their thoughts were
so far away, they took refuge in silence.
and the wind roared, arid the rain lashed
the window, and tho dusk came on pre-
maturely, and Seton, looking out on the
cheerless prospect, shivered as with the
cold. Then that other person in the
rcom rose very quietly and stirred the
fire into a blaze, and resumed her seat
on tho sofa.

44 No, you shouldn't, really," said
Seton, not turninc: round, however.
though with a look of great pain on his
face. It was wonderful what suffering
some small, commonplace word or action
may cause us. V hat VLstas of lmnossi
ble joys, again, may they not open up to
us i

44 1 suppose the carriage will soon bo
back," said Alice, presently, and speak-
ing with eflort, 44 and our new coachman
drives so faat, too."

44 Yes, and your term of imprisonment
will soon be up," rejoinod Seton, resting
his arms upon the mantelpiece, and ex-
amining with critical interest tho photo-
graph of Mr. Hunter's defunct maro.

41 How tho time nasses." said Ali in
a low voice, as if speaking to herself.
men, wiin sudden energy, "I cannot
telPCThen wo shall meet again. Before
we part, answer mo one question. You
are lookiurr worn and
happy?"

fow lie stood beforo her, and through
tho dusk and tho nrelielithispvfnil.iaho,i
on her, as he said, in a low, harsh voice,

iom your Jips this question is an in-
sult."

44 Of which you need not fear the rep-
etition," she rejoinod promptly, with
cutting formality.

4 4 No, it can't end liko this," he went
on. 44 Do vou know.
have been hero I have bitten my lips
through and through to keep them from
speaking of the past. , This meciingwas
not of vour seekincr. and it seem a tn m
unmanly and dastardly to take advantage
of this opportunity."

44 We are sometimes so mistaken."
said hurriedly, but her words were hard-
ly audible, and he continued

44 Alice ! you have treated me very ill.
On that dav. now throe rrars turn. vcVinn

I gave you my love, and believod in

Now velcorua to thee We tern ehor J" behold
Columbia criee ; ,

A flor round her aUr-gl- rt brow and ia her beam-lu- g

eye,
fler inut ouUtretohed, her head uprained, her ban-ne- e

fcigh unfurled,
B trreoU the Nation a they com a Congress of

the World I

tie wait i n gentle majeety upon the toll where
raa

Strut Uught the troubled Weetern world the brother- -
ke d of m.

Ilia ajint liager In hor took, hla tone wkhln her
rttoa,

7Tkat oalle aliud throughout the earth, M Come ye,
wtti u rjoloa I

oae ye tike artntea, but without the alow and
Bieaenrrd tramp ;

"Hor rauk nor Ma ; forgotten all the Insignia of Uie
ramp.

me ye tn peace : no war-clo- now cesU ahadow
o'er the land ;

tttuaght of atrife ; like hoet and guest, we meet
wHh clasped hand."

Xfcaiold J they com : their stood are fire, outspread
the swelling eail ;

'Tbeir footatep touch our eager shores ; the Nation
oriee, ,c All hall l"

A about of rapture cleave tho air; a thousand wel-

come sound ;
The? comet the stranjter'e foot U act on friendship'

UUownl grouud.

Amid Uie glittering array, fair Spain clalrua greet-
ing first ;

The trim ban da of Ignorance her anna had etrength
to buret :

TThen locked within a watery world none other dared
to brave,

OoHmMa row in might, and wrung tho secret from
wave.

thy Qiuen bait manned the deck he trod to triumph
o'er the main ;

'Thou laud of sunshine, tliine the praise all hall to
tfeoo, O Spain !

" To England, then, whone pilgrim band first reared
pon our aod

TUeir aitar aacrwd to tho namee of Liberty andOod.
'TtoUio iinpros lies upon our life, O England, proud

aud bold.
Voromoxt among thy children's names our own is

eUll enrolled.
Tion wonUlHt have curled the alult strength that

HtrugRlod to be free ;
Yet gTown-u- p children can not cling around a

mother's knee.
'We only shook thy shackles loose that we might

clasp Uiy hand,
Aa ho'ih their sires, whoa, side by side, of equal

height they stand.
Hearoet to us of all who come, we spring to thy

ombraoe,
Our mother England ! we are not a Btrange or alien

raoe.
Ttiov leav'st to visit us to-d- thy proud ancestral

domo.
As on who journeys to bhold her children in new

homes.

Hail to thee, France I Thy noble sons did many a
valiaut deed.

'Thine arm sustained our failing strength In boor of
direst need.

'Heboid the name of Lafayette ! we write it side by
Hide

With his. the Fathnr of our land, her savior and her
pH.le.

tllapUKCd with fire, the war-clou-d since has dark-
ened o'er thy brow ;

'Vet, liko a giant, uaiinod a while, thy strength ref-

er, nielli now.
True to thyself, as true to us, the furnace seven

times hot
"fhroutrti which thy suffering feet have trod, ere

long shall lx forgot.
.And since f.-- r us in daja gone by thy sons left song

and dance,
Oohiiulua greet thee a of old, thou great and

glorious France J

All bail, Gcruiania! from thy seat lxside tin castled
Rhine :

Th language that was learned bwide the river of
tho Viue'

1UntTH out a welcome on the air; its acooi.ta greet
thine ear;

The children of the Fatherland, they spring to meet
thee here.

'Columbia knows thy voice of old. Behold ! the bids
thee stand,

''With foreign soil beneath thy feet, no stranger ia
Uie laud.

'The tidings of thy warlike deeds have sounded o'er
the sea ;

:.Dirhty in wnr, Uiou lovest peace. Oermania! hail
tothee!

"Jfbns one by one before her eyoa they pass in proud
review ;

'The Kations of the earth arise, the Old World and
tho New,

VTitii trophies from tho glowing Mouth, and from
the iror.en north,

JVooi Orient aud OcciJent behold, tliey hasten
forth.

Ooimnbia bows her stately heal; no y .lunger laud
can vte

Willi all the storied wealth that glow s bom ath an
haslern sky.

"Tho fabrics spun by Europe's looms she iiiay not
umeti iu hue ;

Her sons wore houuspuu many ayeur; her silken
roue's arc new.

Ani ye who come from Europe's shore, CKtct not
to behold

Within the New World's borders all the wonders of
tlio old ;

'Our Nation is of yottcrday, aud all but nature
youug;

"From forest aud from wilderncs our towns and
cities sprung ;

ijorgponH palaces have we to match your stately
piles

Catl-edmls old and gray with time, in w hose dim
lighted aisles

The foot of many centuries hava worn thu grave u
stons

iVeueuch who.e pculptured effigies sleep many a
tiero bones ;

Ve oau no 1 boast tho treasured art of Athens and
of lUnno ;

Not (hone we offer to your gaze iu freedom's West
ern Iiome.

Our InlKtrs are of sterner mold ; Columbia may
IK'l iMtasi,

: IJul yet may ioint with modesty that e'en becomes
a HoMt

"" Wk leads a guest throughout his balls oue who
desire to know

"What of the richest and the best their muster has to
r.how.

.t 1 hold our lauds, their wide extent; and yot from
pea to sea

Ovir iloertsof lire on psthsof steel sweep on triumph'
t.!y.

"VUioIrt Uie lihttiiiiff chained and bound, whose
cai weii rveai

y hit imp t'fe of the Nurtou's heart that guides the
ooiuiiioii wesi.

.. An 1 threaded by the silver streams ttaoodoutby
man's own nana.

' Hie oduoe ot our prairies wide flows forth to all
Uio Janl.

A OiouHSiid cities fleck the pla!il; their towers and
nle pies Inch,

Tltoy shimmer in the glittering sun, aud point
lowara iu sicy.

Our shis ride on the swelling wave, and each one
am It froea

Jtcvea' the story of the wealth with which our land
o'ernows

Our tanks were homely; but when sure the firm
fouudntiou lies.

taught lacks but time; the years shall see the
jnorlous fabric rise.

"A liundred years of weal and woo; and thus orr
work has stei,

And yet within the century that o'er her life ban fled.
11roc lim !lumbia bared her breast to meet

inortitl shock :

Mliroo times her pure and peaceful brow th war god
row to mot k.

VJh t lieneath the discipline of blrxxl aud fire
and sword :

And, purified like s.iiata of old, her voico rings out
anroft'l,

Hwd forth your suffering aud your poor!" To
. them til summons " :

1IkI'J to them the wlldfrness hall blossom as thre :

'.The forif t yield, the wheat fields ri, the rocks
retire apaoe.

Axni richest han'ests crowu th? laml in freedom's
dwclliiii' ulsee :

0r h hih, like .Tuduh a sit beneath the fig tree and
! vine :

.l Im- - iive and the Kliaron rose arouud our homes
ciilwine.

O, o Ihst jom ney from nlar, from every cl;me of
esrtii

k i eotu" to joiu a sisU-- r land in hrr Ceiiteuulal
lull til,
i. i jiii the welcomiug Uiat hear tfelt we

tUnd,
. Mm--) httl the aiixpii-iou- of ieace, God grant

Misy inyer end I
' .wi I tho brazen throat of war ; the battle-fiag- s

afur!d;
"lu- kyM Hjt Ifameil from Bethlehem's star shine

v-- U tbf world ;
7U- - V.'s"' UM-- that was heard of old in
AU''4Uioiio tnw pr,!o to twle, and ring from sea

Vo m 4

UmAakI k.ow m nVr before, sine time's first cycles

, i:M umnw ths Uttfrhood of fkxLthe brother- -

'Jli "()ioeu lrtwm" nt Orpington
; to lM hu inn, was really little

tmoro tlmn a wajnidu public Lotwo. Ir.

pla by Lieut Oov. Holt, of Michigan, and appeared
in tha Maw York JmUpentltnt, January 20Ui. The
caitor ox me indtjMiHlent, In a note acooiuiaoyiu
the letter, aaya tht Incident! therein related were
obtained from one who waa intimately acquainted
wlta the author of liome, Sweet Uoine," and al-

though, not entirely new will poaseaa for many no
mall intercut.

While in Kustuch, on my way here, I
formed the acquaintance of Mr. Richard
Reed, the British Consul at that place.
who was the son of Sir Thomas lined,
the Adjutant-genera- l under Sir Hudson
Lowe at St Helena at the time that Na-
poleon Iionaparte was imprisoned there.
Sir Thomas lleed was Consul-gener- al

at Tunis at the time that John Howard
Payne arrived there as American consul,
and the prosent British Consul at Kus-
tuch was then a young man in the con-
sular service under his father.

Mr. Reed aays that immediately after
Mr. Payne arrived he called at the Brit-
ish consulate, and said that he had been
placed in a position that he felt himself
entirely unlit to occupy, scarcely know-
ing why ho had been appointed, and
hoped that they would give him such in-
formation as they could in regard to tho
discharge of the duties of the consular
service. He said that ho had not thought
of receiving such an appointment, but
that one day, in conversation with Presi-
dent Tyler, with whom he was acquaint-
ed, he remarked that ho had a great
anxiety to make a thorough exploration
of the ruins of ancient Carthage; but, as
he had not tho means, he did not expect
that he would ever be able to do so. The
President said, in reply, that he would
see that he had the opportunity of doing
as he desired, and in a few days ho was
surprised at receiving a notice of his ap-
pointment as Consul at Tunis which
city, it will be remembered, is only about
twelve miles from the site of the ancient
city he desired so much to visit.

The British officers, of course, ren-
dered Mr. Payne such assistance as they
could, and so energetically aud thor-
oughly did he devote himself to tho
task of becoming familiar, not only with
the ordinary routine of tho office, but
with the treaties, precedents, and every-
thing relating to his position, that he
was very soon recognized as one of the
most able and efficient consuls in the city.

It has often been said that Mr. Payne
was possessed of a morose, uncomfort-
able disposition, and that he was subject
to fits of melancholy. This my in-

formant says is entirely untrue ; but
that, on the contrary, ho waa very fond
of society and was one of the most
genial, companionable men ho ever met,
and that he had been in Tunis but a
short time when he became a great
favorite, not only with lua consular as
sociates, but with the government
authorities and tho peoplo generally.
As an evidence of this good feeling, as
well as of his integrity as an officer, the
Bey of Tunis once offered him a span of
beautiful gray horses as a present ; but
Mr. Payne, thinking that lie would not
bo justified in accepting such u gift
from a foreign prince, would not receive

j them. The matter was finally arranged
by his taking them to use for tho time
being.

This reminds mo of an anecdote, re-

lated by Mr. Reed, which is in accord-
ance with the character of Mr. Tayne,
as ho portrays it. One morning Mr.
Payne came to him, and in a laugliing
way said that a great oko had happened
to him during the night. Mr. Reed in
quired what it was. 44 1 shall not tell
you," was tho reply; 44 but you must
come and see fox yourself." On going
into tho yard at the American consulate,
Mr. Reed saw a hole in the ground some
ten feet deep, where a wall had been
commenced, and standing in the bottom
were these horses, where by some mis
hap they had fallen during the previous
night. 44 Did you ever know a man who
provided such a stable for his horses as
that?" said Mr. Payne. "I think it is
the most comical thing I ever saw in my
life.". It was found, on removing tho
horses from their subterranean impris
onment, that they were not harmed.

It has been said that ho was a man of
quite irregular habits ; but my inform
ant says that from the time that Mr.
Payne arrived at Tunis until 1817, when
Mr. Reed was appointed to the consul-
ate at Tripoli alter which they did not
meet they were on the most intimate
terms, meeting almost every day and on
all sorts of occasions, and that he never
saw anything to cause him to believe
that this charge was true. Mr. Reed
admits that Mr. Payne never had any
amount of money at Lis command long
at a time r but he says that it was be-

cause of his extreme generosity, and
not from extravagance and . prodigality.

Ho always spoke of the United States
with great apparent affection, and said
that he always felt proud whiio abroad
that he could call himself an American
citizen. He also referred very oftt n to
his separation from relatives, and siid
that he was a man without a home ; but
that the fact was rather the result of
circumstances than a matter of choice.

Tho following is the history of "Home,
Sweet Home," as Mr. Roed says tho au-

thor related it to him, in Tunis. Mr.
Payne had written several pieces for tho
stage that had met with considerable fa-

vor, and had been sent for to go to Paris
to look after the introduction of one of
them in one of the theaters of that city.
It was the afternoon before Christmas,
and, although in winter, tho day was
bright and pleasant.' After strolling
about for a time, he seated himself in
the Garden of the Tuileries, and became
a quiet observer of the life and gayety
of that brilliant promenade. While sit-

ting there he thought of the pleasuro his
acquaintances had told him they

to have the next day, and reflect-
ed tliat. although in the midst of this
gay throng, he was without a homo
and friends, and was really the most
lonely person in tho world. All through
the day ho had been humming to him-
self an air, which pleased him very much,
that he had heard in a theater tho pre-
vious evening, when ho had listened to
an opera by Donizetti, called 44 Ann
Boleyn," in which the air of 44 Home,
Sweet Home " occurs. After a little he
began to arrange theso reflections into
verse, adapting it to this air, and before
leaving his seat a song that has since
touched the tenderest chord of millions
of hearts had its origin. Ue then went
to his room and wroto out tho song, aud
on showing it to somo of his acquaint-
ances they advised him to havo it pub-
lished. He did so, and the next time ho
went to Loudon it was sung for tho first
time in public at Covent Garden theater,
and immediately became very popular.

and how full of faults i was. You re
claimed me you transformed my days
you made life, all at onoe, pure and fair ;
and then, because some thorn in my love
hurt you, you threw it all away and loft
me to perieh-misorably.- " She would
have interrupted him, but he silenced
her with a gesture and went on ; 44 and
now when we meet, after three years,
you ask me if I am happy f If I loved

fou once,
happy?"

I shall love you forever. Do

44 1 think there were faults on both
sides," she said quietly.

44 Yes, porhaps there were, he replied,
44 but I was reading your last letter over
only to-da- y. Oh 1 how terribly bitter it
was I"

44 And have you forgotten your answer
to that letter?" she paid, almost passion-
ately, hor vice quivering,and her breast
heaving.

44 1 don't remember it word for word,"
he returned quickly; 44 1 know it was
written on the impulse of the moment."

4 But I have it by heart ;" then, very
slowly, 44 you said, if your love, in its
heart and strength was a little exacting,
mine was cold and tideless ; in fact, no
love, only a slow, sluggish affection.
You almost thought I was right, and
that we could not bo happy. I am nat
urally proud," she went on; 44 but a
woman with less pride than I have could
not have acted differently. Only one
course was left me to be silent."

44 Well, it is all over now," he rejoined;
44 we shall never, nevor meet again.

44 You won't take my friendship,
then?"

44 No, thank you ; you are very gen
erous, but 1 do not want this gift.

He threw himself wearily into a chair
and lor somo time there was a complete
silence. Hope is so subtle, so intangi
ble, that wo are only aware of its exist
ence when it has ceased to be. Arthur
Seton looked upon himself as a man
ouite without hone. It soemod to him
that his life could hardly be moro gray
and desolate than it was, yet who shall
say what feeling, of which ho was not
directly conscious, may have sustained
him through the last three years. Now
everything seemed cono there was
nothing but death left.

Presently carriage-whee- ls came down
tho road ; carriage-lamp- s flashed throuarh
the dusk, and grew stationary opposite
the window. Mr. Hunter bustled in and
announced, in a tone of triumph, that
the carriage had come for the young
lady, and done tho distance wonderfully
quick. Then tho door shut, and they
were alone together again.

Very softly and distinctly Seton heard
her say his name, "Arthur;" but ho did
not move. It seemed to him that he
would keep back all his love, clinch fast
his heart till she were gone, and then
die swiftly of tho pain.

"Arthur, I am waiting, dear. Won't
you como ? Aro you not going to for-

give me ?"
Now he rose and groped his way to-

ward her, liko a blind man. She stretched
out her hands and drew him to hor.
Then ho bent down. She raised her
face, and the hearts and lips, so long dis-

united, came together in a prolonged
passionate kiss. He knelt down by her,
her head sank upon his shoulder, and
for several minutes they remained thus,
lost in love's profound peaco and mys-
tery. And tho ale-cor- continued to
pop, and tho wagoners on their way to
Loudon tramped in and out of the
bar, and warm good-nigh- ts were ex-

changed between customer and landlord,
and as Arthur folded Alice's niuntle
round her, she said, half shyly, 44 You
are coming back with me to see mamma,
aro you not?"

44 May I ?" he answered, great joy evi-

dent in face and voico.
So the bedroom which Mrs. Huntor

had been preparing all tho afternoon,
and of which she was not a little proud,
remained unoccupied ; but the payment
was lavish, and the day's labor was not
regretted.

Oh ! that ride
to Chiseihurst through the wild, windy
evening. Between it and the last three
years lay all the pains of hell. And the
rain ceased, and straugo voices were
abroad in the wind, singing jubilantly
over lovo rerisen and redeeming. And
the clouds drifted away, and the pure,
sweet, windy moonlight quivered over
wet fields and tr es, and Beemed love's
benediction.

I leave you to imagino tho arrival
home. Arthur had always been a favor-
ite with Mrs. Clarefield, and in tho old
days of quarrels she used always to take
his part. When dinner had at last been
disposed of, Mrs. Claretield pleaded
household duties and went to her bed-
room. There she sat down before the
bright fire and wept profusely, dear
soul, over the happiness of her children.
And dowm stairs theso two were very
juiet. To them love was a solemn
thing, and they were polemn lovers.
And tho woiulorful priceless moments
went silently and swiftly by.

Presently, however, Alice said, look-
ing up in Arthur's face, and pressing
his hand very tightly, 44 You won't con-
tinue your walk to Hastings this week ?"

And he answered, with a bright smile,
44 But I have pledged my word and hon-
or to do so."

44 And I command you to break it."
Yes, and he did break it; but none of

his friends brought it as au accusation
against him that for once in his life he
had broken his word of honor t New
Quarterly Magazine,

Shot his Father for a Panther.
Last evning a young man named Mar-ce- e,

living on Saudy fork, four miles
from Harwood, shot his father, killing
him instantly. It seems that Mr. Marcee
went to the woods to look at somo horses,
and his son Bud took his gun and dog
and went in the same direction hunting.
On seeing something move through tho
thick brush, and supposing it to be a
panther, he fired and fled, but was re
called by his father s voice, lteturniug
to the spot, he found to his horror he
had shot his father, who said, 44 My son.
you have killed me!" and immediately
expired. Galveston Tex.) Xerrs.

'Buttermilk for the Aged.
A French chemist has discovered the

elixir of life in sour buttermilk, the lactic
acid in which 44 dissolves the products of
organic combustion, which, as ossifying
and calcareous degenerations, aro the
main agenU in the death of the aged. " i

Wit anl Humor.
A snoEM akeu is a member of the solar

system.
Caittjbed battle flags should be of

subdued color.
Not always identical men of prop-

erty and men of probity.
A soap dealer doubts if a lyo can bo

made out of any whole cloth.
Trra man who popped the question by

starlight got his sweetheart's consent in
a twinkling.

Why should a man always wee r a
watch when ho travels in a waterless
desert ? Because every watch has a spring
in it

Tmc letter 44 O" is called the most
charitoble of all the alphabet, because it
is found oftener than any other in 44 doing
good."

In a debate, rather pull to pieces the
argument of thy antagonist than offer
him any of thy own ; for . thus thou wilt
fight him in his own country.

Thetis is one thing about a hen that
looks liko wisdom they don't cackle
much till they have laid their eggs.
Some folks are always bragging and
cackling whal they are going to do be-
forehand.

A grumbling car driver said to a pas
senger : 44 You always want me to stop
when you get off." 44 No, sir," said the
passenger, who had no jumping notions,
44 1 don't care what you do. I only want
tho car to stop. You can go on."

A wise young lady will always leave
the parror as soon as young men are an-

nounced as calling on her older sisters,
in order to hasten events so that sho may
come into exclusive possession of tho
family piano as soon as possible.

44 What size do you wear, sir ?" bland-
ly inquired tho hatter. 4,I think," said
tho customer, 44 about" just then, in
backing toward the mirror, he stepped
on a piece of orango pool aud sat down
suddenly 44 about a cap-siz- e, I think."

Writino to a friend in Nevada, a gen-
tleman closed with the injunction :
44 Take good caro of Nancy." His wife
saw the letter, and it took him an hour
to explain the difference between a bo-

nanza silver mine and a Nancy feminine.
McCrispin 44 Quite right to get a

pair of shoes, Molly, your fut '11 look
lllegant in leather." Molly 44 But sure
I can't pay for them till Christmas."
McC. (after a thoughtful pause. 4 'Troth,
and it is a pitty to hide such a purty
fut, acushla." Ihinch.

Fond mother (to old gentleman to
whom her son is apprenticed) 44 1 am
sorry to say, sir, that Harry won't bo
able to come to work for somo little time.
The doctor says he has got the brain fei
ver." Old gentleman 44 Then the doc-
tor is a fool, mqdam, for the boy
hasn't any more brains than than a
donkey, ma'am."

THE PAIR nUMnCG.
Of mellow voice and dolt address,
She in eo lueck at tirst you'd gues
That fhe could only annwer, 44 Yee,'

The Humbug !

Rppak yon too plain? nhe'll only try
To hide her bluHhee from your eye,
And bruatbe the wlulo perhaps a sigh,

The Humbug I

And nhould you mate your lant demand,
she'll only gently prene your hand

tihe dot not underhand
Tho liunibtig !

Urge not your nuit, nor lovo bestow,
Unites you really want to know
How firmly she can answer, 44 No,"

Tho Humbug 1

Among the women standing on the
corner to see the circus procession were
two whoso eyes probably saw every
wagon, but whoso thoughts were over on
Brush street 4 4 So you think they've
run through with all their property,
eh?" asked the larger one. "Well'it
looks that way. I havon't heard any one
say so, but I can seo as far as most
folks." 44 What have you seen?" 44 Last
year," replied tho little womn, getting
closer to tho curb-ston- e, 44 all her chil-
dren were drossed up and allowed to fol-
low the circus all over town. This
year not one of them is allowed
outside of tho gate. Looks to me as if
some great financial cloud hangs ever
this family. Actions Scak louder than
words." Detroit Free Prcstt.

A Deadly Duel iu High Life.
The death is announced, from wounds

received in a duel with Count Kolowrat,
at Prague, of Prince William Vincent
Alexander von Anersperg, a youth of
twenty-two- , and tho of
his uncle, Prince Charles William von
Auersperg, Duko of Gottscheo, Heredi-
tary Grand Chamberlain of Austria and
Grand Marshal of Bohemia, the head of
one of tho stateliest houses of the stately
Austrian aristocracy. Prince Charles
William, born in 1814, is married to a
lady of tho great Hungarian family of
Festetics, but has no children. By tho
sudden death of his young nephew the
succession of tho titles and estates of
Auersperg passes to his brother, Prinoo
Adolphus von Auersperg, born in 1821,
who, sinco November 25, 1871, has been
President of the n Council of
Ministers in tho Austro-Hnngaria- n Em-
pire. Prince Adolphus is married to a
younger sister of tho Princess Charles
William, and by her has two sons and
three daughters. Count Kolowrat has
been arrested ; but it is hardly likely
tbat he will bo severely proceeded
against, if tho duel was fought within
tho limits of the 44 code," for, in Austria,
as in Germany, duelling is still a recog-
nized 44 military necessity" in social life.

siderably older ; for the dark hair and
beard were streaked with gray, and the
face, with its regular, handsome features,
wore habitually a look of such iatenso
mental weariness as would have sad-
dened the most nopeful man had he
looked on it for long.

For some time he leant indolently
back, his hands claspod behind his hoad;
at length ho rose and took from his bag
a lockod up diary, which ho opened, f nd
availing himself of pens and ink which
stood upon tho table, made the follow
ing entry :

October 17, 1874. Got up late. Called oil
the Briauatonea : George was out. Had a
pleasant chat with Annie : went, like a fool, to
Itichmond and, like a fool, haunted the Well
Houfle. It looked 1ut tho same aa iu the old,
dear dayri, but I heard children playiug in the
garden." The hotw in let, I believe, to city
teople. Came back to Loudon ; dined at tho

went to the clnb. Got back to
chambers late. Wrote a column ' tte--
view." A weary, weary dav. Shall 1 never
know a momenta foriretfnlneHa ?

He drew then from the leaves of the
diary a letter written in a delicate fenii
nine hand,'and addressed, 4 4Arthur Seton,
Esq., 12, Gray's inn." This letter he
regarded with a long, ead, loving look ;

then, resting his head on his hand, he
read it through very slowly. It ran as
lollows :

My Dear Abthch : If you will bo bo suspic
ious, ho jealous, and exacting, I cannot see how we
are ever to be happy. Faith without works is
dead, and love without faith is no blesHiuR,
but a weary burden. I am tired of cross words
and looks. Homo women, I believe, like the
feverirth excitement of quarrels, but I only
wih for peace. This miserable, petty Jealousy
is quite unworthy of you. Do try and put it
from you ; and remember that love, once
wounded, is Bometimcs hurt pnst hope of re-
covery. I received your articlo quite safely,
but I cannot speak about it now. You have
made me too sad, too woary, and even a little
indignant. Yours affectionately,

Alice Clauehv.ld.
Well House, Richmond, October, 1871.
He replaced tho letter, closed the

diary, took up his pipe, and began
smoking. The early part of this day
had been fine and mild, but toward the
afternoon the sky grow all at onco leaden
and the wind shifted to the northeast.
Now the wind was rising and the rain
was falling a cold, penetrating, lmpetu
ous, determined rain. The country.
which but a brief while since had looked
so fair in a bland October sunlight, now
seemed a thing to shudder at. The
dun-colore- d woods, wet and forlorn,
seemed to have no hope of any return
ing summer, and to know the utter deso
lation of tho end. It was impossible in-

deed to imagine that in the green, soak-
ing fields, where now a few cows were
huddling together, and loving discon-
solately, glad children could ever have
tossed each other in tho warm, sweet
smelling hay ; tho rain drove drearily
against tho window, and tho wind
shrieked round the house, and occasion-
ally thundered in the chimney, and, at
tho bar, where in spite of Che wet
weather, Mr. ilunter seemed to be do
ing abrik business, for ale corks popped
continuously, and pewters clanked
audibly as the men set them down on
the slab : and the creat wagons lumbered
by, or drew up ponderously in front of
the door ; and while the drivers availod
themselves of tho 44 Green Dragon s
hospitality, the large, broad-backe- d

horses beat the miry roads with havy
hooiB. inerowas not much to occupy a
man's thoughts in the dreary little bar-pa- r

lor. A great variety of whips hung against
the wall, and over the mantel-piec- e was
a photograph of a fine chestnut mare.
Under it was written t 44 JBeing Mr.
Hunter's favorite mare, who died in her
fourteenth year." A short way on was
a photograph of Mrs. Hunter, iu full
holiday costume. A largo Bible and
photograph allium lay upon tho tablo.

JSeton mechanically openru the album.
Here was a tinteH photograph of a
v uncr cirl with iirofuso cold rinclets. a
large, round face, and meaningless blue
pyes. under it was written : "pres-
ented to Miss Hunter by her affection-
ate friend, Isabella Grant." Toor Isa-
bella I how many honest country hearts,
I wonder, had she causod to aeho while
tho hair was gold and tho buxom figure
still shapely ?

For want of something better to do
Seton began to writo a letter ; but he
made slow way with it. For mmutes
together he sat holding tho pen listless
ly in his hand, leaning his arm wearily
upon the table, listening, aa wo all listen
when alone, to what sounds may be
going on near us, from a feeling which
a not curiosity, but moro overpower

ing.


